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less waters shut in from the open sea by long lines
of mountainous islands, pine-trees and olives and
golden vineyards, and over all an ancient music of
bells. It is difficult to say good-by to Zara, even
though Spalato sends out a summons from the n-
viera of red and of gold, even though Ragusa calls
from its leafy groves under the Fort Imperiale,

Bora, the wind of the dead, blew when our ship
rounded the lighthouse of Spalato long after dark-
ness had fallen. And the following day was the
"giorrio del mortz" The strange cathedral, octag-
onal without, circular within, once the mausoleum
of the Emperor Diocletian, was crowded with citi-
zens and peasants devoutly praying. Incense rose
between the dark, hoary walls, the columns of gran-
ite and porphyry, to the dome of brick. Outside in
the wind the black hornblende sphinx kept watch on
those who came and went, mourning for their de-
parted. The sky was a heavy gray, and the temple
was dark, and looked wrinkled and seared with age,
and sad despite its pagan frieze showing the wild
joys of the chase, despite the loveliness of its thir-
teenth-century pulpit of limestone and marble,
raised high on wonderfully graceful columns with
elaborately carved capitals.

Spalato is the biggest, most bustling town of Dal-
matia. Much of it is built into the great palace of
Diocletian, which lies over against the sea, huge*
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